28                                              BOYHOOD.                                          [1809-
Then they found him where he lay
Whom the wedded wife did slay, Tho' he a merry bridegroom
Had borne the bride away, And they saw her standing by,
With a laughing crazed eye, On the bitter, bitter bridal,
The bitter bridal-day.
THE COACH OF DEATH.*
(A fragment.)
Far off in the dun, dark Occident,
Behind the burning Sun : Where his gilding ray is never sent,
And his hot steeds never run:
There lies a land of chilling storms,
A region void of light, A land of thin faces and shadowy forms,
Of vapours, and mist, and night.
There never green thing will gaily spring
In that unwholesome air, But the rickety blast runs shrilly and fast
Thro' the bony branches there.
When the shadow of night's eternal wings
Envelopes the gloomy whole, And the mutter of deep-mouth'd thunderings
Shakes all the starless pole,
Thick sobs and short shrill screams  arise
Along the sunless waste, And the things of past days with their horrible eyes
Look out from the cloudy vast.
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